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Bottoms Up! 


Eyes sparkling and hopping from foot to foot, David appeared to be impatiently waiting for whatever Dave had 
in store for him. All these years on and David's "Presents, please!" dance had yet to wear off. It was still there, 
in all its glory, the brunette wriggling and chuckling as he waited for the other to delve into the closet. 


Snickering to himself, Dave rooted around in the large, walk-in cupboard, the pain and distress of their attic 
encounter ebbing away to the drumbeat of David's shuffling. Finally, his fingers clasped the slender gift and he 
held it out, the leering grin still on his lips. He couldn't help but give another dark chuckle as David cautiously 
turned it over and over in his hands, a blush already creeping over his cheeks as he studied the pink, heart 
dappled paper. 


In the way that only David could, he picked at the large bow that was tied over the slim, curved handle, slowly 
unravelling the ribbon before delicately beginning to remove the paper so that it could be filed away for later 
use. It was another habit that annoyed Dave - Junior and his box of carefully folded second-hand gift wrap. It 
was there, in Dave's not so humble opinion, to be torn into a little snowfall of coloured paper, not folded with 
precise creases for the next gift. It was cheap enough, he'd found himself protesting time and again. But still 


David kept it, some to be used on other people's gifts and some kept for obvious sentimental reasons. 


Dave felt himself break out into a triumphant smirk as the paper finally fell away, revealing a slender, flexible 
rattan cane. David's face was a picture, an image that Dave would never forget, as embarrassment and shock 


flashed across the brunette's face in equal measures. 


Reaching out, he plucked the came from David's shocked fingers, flexing it before his eyes. "You did say you 
wanted to be spanked" 


Hazel eyes went wide, David seemingly stumped for words before he managed to splutter, "Spanked, Dave, not 


c-caned! 
His grin widened as he gave the cane and experimental flick, the whoosh making David hop back in fright. 


"Same difference. Both involve putting something to your ass and listening to you scream. Now." His expression 


became stern, eyes piercing as he closed the gap between David and himself. "Clothes. OFF" 
The smaller man withered beneath his gaze, somehow managing to give a shake of his head. 


"Was that a refusal?" Bringing the cane up, he stroked a firm line along David's jaw, carefully watching as knees 


began to give and eyes began to become heavy. 


David's Adam's apple bobbed, eyes firmly on the piece of wood. Dave knew what Junior was thinking, knew what 
he was going to do and he felt the familiar red hot flare of indignation come to life as the bass player gave 
the tiniest of nods, unable to look Dave firmly in the eye as he did. 


In a flash, Dave had discarded the cane and grabbed at the struggling David. Hair blurred his vision as he 
grabbed at clothes, firmly holding a squealing David around the middle as he forced blue jeans to the floor. 
Tossing him to the bed, Dave pressed a knee to the other's legs as he dragged them off, throwing sneakers 
and underwear away with them. His name was cried over and over again as he hauled a turned on David from 
the bed and to the dresser, positioning him so that his hands were flat against the varnished wood, back dipped 
and his pale, firm ass beautifully presented. The cries of "Dave!" became cries of "Daddy!" as he watched David 
desperately try to get access to his now aching cock, hands flinching away from the drawers before quickly 
being placed back, looking everything like the proverbial scolded cat. 


For a moment, Dave stood back, pushing hair from his eyes as he studied his handiwork. Bowed over the chest 
of drawers, David occasionally looked up, wide eyes staring into the small mirror that hung above them, 
studying his lover with the pained expression of the soon to be wounded. There was no escape; he would have 
to stand and wait until Dave had doled out whatever punishment he'd dreamt up. Only then may the blessed 


release come. 


Collecting the cane from the bed, he swung it back and forth, letting it slap lightly against his thigh as he 
moved round to look into David's face. Instinctively, David had looked away, hair hiding his face until the tip of 
the cane lifted his chin, forcing him to look into Dave's lust darkened face. It hadn't taken long for his brunette 
lover to go from scared shitless to breathlessly waiting. Trailing his eyes down that delicious body, Dave 


watched as his lover shivered beneath his gaze, cock flat against his stomach and bobbing with his quick, tiny 
pants. His own jeans were tightening, almost painfully so, but he was going to do this before he took the chance 
to seize David's five-nine body and fuck him senseless. It would be a lusciously painful waiting game for the 


both of them and Dave couldn't help but chuckle and lick his lips as he walked back around David, flicking the 
cane against the other's flank as he did. 


Once more, he stood behind his lover, eyeing up the perfect body before him. The perfect body that, very 
soon, wouldn't be able to sit down, at least not for this evening. He said nothing as he pulled the cane back, 
David's body tensing in anticipation. Holding the cane back, he watched as David dropped his head, forehead 
thudding into the dresser as he quietly whined, "Please..." 


Who was he to refuse such a pitiful plea and, with his full strength behind it, he let the cane crack against 
pale ass cheeks. Instantly, a red welt appeared, David rearing up as he let out a howl, the reaction feeding the 
sadistic feelings that roared through Dave. Face twisting, he did it once again, the cane whistling through the 
air before it struck its target. Again, David screamed, hair flying behind him as he begged and pleaded, voice 
hidden behind cracking sobs and sniffs. 


Dave chuckled to himself as he walked back to face David, taking in the quickly reddening eyes and tears that 
dangled like diamonds from eyelashes. David's lower lip trembled, his face filled with accusing puppy dog anger 
as if he were silently asking Dave what he had done to deserve such pain. Fingers gripped the back of the 
dresser, knuckles already white. Grinning, Dave leaned closer, waiting for his head to be bitten off. 

"Do you want more?" he purred, lips a hair's breadth from David's. 

He would have believed David's quick head shake if he hadn't seen that the brunette still had a raging erection 
Huffing and tossing his hair over his shoulder in mock anger, he strode back around the prone body, listening 
to the whimpers and tiny cries. 


"No Daddy! Please! No more, Daddy!" 


"Why?!" he thundered, as he laid the came into David once more, watching as rice, neat welt number three 


appeared. 
"Because!" 

Crack! 

"Because what?!" 


The sobs and tears were real now, David shaking as the lines on his ass began to bruise, turning deeper shades 


of red. 


"Because | didn't mean to hurt you, Daddy! Honestly, | didn't mean to hurt you!" 


"Well you didl" he replied, landing the slender wood against the tops of David's trembling thighs. "You hurt 
Daddy a lot!" 


There was a scream that should have shaken the house off of its foundations, true and real pain, and Dave 
found himself letting the cane slip from his fingers and to the floor. He might have been able to give it out 
with ease but damn, when it was his Junior sobbing and screaming like a child, then he couldn't bare it, the 
noise going through him like nails down a blackboard. Tenderly he wrapped his arms around the weak and 
sobbing bass player, gently picking him up as he carried him to the bed. Eyes never looked at him, puffy and 
red and hidden behind unshed tears, yet the way David nestled his head against shoulder told Dave that, to an 


extent, he was still loved. 


Carefully, he placed David face down against the mattress, slowly stretching him out. He could play the strong, 
silent caregiver. Hell, he had done for so many years and now was no exception. He'd hurt and broken David so 
he'd make him all better again. It was how it happened since the dawn of time and it was how it would go on 
until the death of the universe. Sifting through the drawers, he found the small glass pot of ointment that 
he'd brought just for this occasion. Kneeling beside David, he quietly began to rub the lavender smelling potion 
into the raw looking wounds, only now seeing the damage he'd done. But the raw, temporal feeling of power stil 
rushed through him, going to his head and making him dizzy. He liked doing this and, even though David very 
rarely said anything, he knew the brunette secretly liked the pain 


Soft sighs replaced harrowing sobs as Dave lovingly worked his fingers over the gentle rise of David's ass and 
down the soft slope of his thighs. David wriggled a little against the bed, humming happily and Dave felt himself 
smirk as he watched. Between those tight cheeks his fingers went, brushing against the puckered entrance he 
knew so well, a muffled cry of pleasure flitting into the air. Leaning down, Dave pressed a kiss to the gentle 
curve of David's back as he pushed a finger deep inside of him. Slowly, teasingly, he began to move it back and 
forth, listening to David's cries and moans. Slender hips rocked against the bed, Dave feeling his own passion 
begin to rise against as he watched his lover sensually try to get himself off. 


"Come on." he whispered, teeth nipping at David's soft skin. "Come on, baby. Come for Daddy." 


Hips arched momentarily from the bed, forcing themselves back onto his finger, before gliding back downwards 
and pressing against the soft covers. Placing one hand beside David, he knelt up, moving his finger faster and 
deeper, listening as David brought himself closer and closer to the edge. 


"Come on," he encouraged quietly. 


Beneath him, David rubbed himself a little quicker, head buried against the pillows he was now clutching so 
tightly to him. Dave could hear himself moaning at the delicious sight and he pulled his free hand up, pushing it 
down his jeans as he began to stroke himself. Tightening his hand around his cock, he pushed another finger 
deep into his lover, watching as the slender body tensed for a second before carrying on its feverish rocking. 
Through the feathers of the pillows, he heard his name whispered, alternating between his given name and 


"Daddy", uttering how much he was loved. That was all Dave needed to hear and he pushed his fingers in as 


deep as they would go, David's body tightening at the exact same moment, Dave's name reverberating off the 
walls as he obviously came into the freshly laundered bedclothes. 


Gently he turned David over, the face before him now relaxed and serene, eyes dark and hooded, a smile 
breaking lips that were coated with a thin sheen of blood. Leaning down, he gently kissed the blood away, 
tenderly holding David's head as he looked into those wide, trusting eyes. Dave could no longer count the years 


they'd been together on two hands, yet those eyes and the way his name was murmured never failed to melt 


his heart. 
"Gonna let Daddy have some fun now?" he purred into the kiss, one hand flipping the button on his jeans. 


With a silent nod and a smirk that could well rival his own, David slid down the bed, leaving the sticky, damp 
patch he'd made behind. Leaning against the headboard, Dave grinned as he pushed his jeans down, his hard 
cock springing free. David nestled himself between his legs, tongue lapping gently at Dave's proffered cock, eyes 
sparkling up at him. It didn't take much - that warm, expert tongue soon had Dave crying out as he released 
himself into David's invitingly wet mouth, his hands clawing at brunette hair, strands snapping off between his 
strong, calloused fingers as David gratefully drank down everything that was offered to him. 


He was still riding out the haze of his orgasm as he slid down the bed, eyes heavy and suddenly tired As he 
dragged the bedclothes over him, he felt David snuggle close, head resting on Dave's breastbone, one arm 
draped over his stomach as hazel eyes lovingly gazed up at him. Through sleep laden eyes, Dave smiled and 
brushed hair from David's face. 

"Happy Valentine's Day, Daddy." 


Heart melting, he shuffled a little, pressing his lips to David's. 


"Happy Valentine's Day, baby." 


we lhe End~~ 


